
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



THE BELL-BUOYS SPEAK 

BY MBS. SCHUYLEB VAN BENSSELAEB 



Ships ! More ships ! (cry the buoys a-swing 
At the gates of the sea-ways). The message we bring 
Is borne from the east by the storming wave, 
As it tears at the hold of our anchoring chain, 
From the stormy east, from the swaying grave 
Of the dead who sleep 

In their seaweed hammocks down deep, down deep, 
Till again, again, 

A brave halloo in the brave daylight, 
A clang as of arms in the haunted night, 
The soul of the sea, and the souls of the dead 
Unrighteously sped, 
Cry out to the land through our iron lips, 

Ships! More ships! 

The smoking funnel, the tall pine-mast, 

The great, the small, 

The dragons of hell-fire are hunting them all, 

The steel of the fighters their lure, they say, 

But no less, no less, 

The babe and its mother their lawful prey, 

Ships! (cry the buoys). They drown so fast! 
And the wheat that should succor a world's distress, — 
Till the deep sea groans for the bounty it bore, 
And the outraged waves shout out to the shore 
Through the blood-stained foam on our iron lips, 

Ships! More ships! 

Ships! (cry the buoys). How else shall be 
Outwitted the dragons that crouch in the sea! 
How else, when the dragons are mastered and dead, 
Shall the world be fed? . . . 
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Young land where the fields are untouched by flame, 
Where the river's flood 
Is water, not blood, 

Give ear as we cry in the old lands' name 
For the speeding sail and the hurrying screw. 
Calling to you, 

With your treasures of tree-trunks and iron and gold 
And your treasures of manhood, the Old World stands, 
Riven and blasted, starved, cold, 
Bereft of its sons, its acres a-waste, 
And reaches its hands for the help of your hands. 
Haste ! cry the living, the dead, make haste 
With funnel and mast on the broad sea-lane ! 
And again, again, 

The need of the famished, the blood of the slain, 
Cry out through the clang of our iron lips, 
Ships! More ships! 

M. G. Van Rensselaer. 



